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Orfeo, as wholes, did credit to the management. Had there been
a conductor with Maurel's strength and Giulia Ravogli's in-
tensity, the season might have turned out differently, though no
conductor can do as much with a scratch company, kept going
on the hand to mouth system, as he could with the prestige, the
permanence, and the assured resources of an opera-house sup-
ported by public funds and controlled in the public interest. And
what likelihood is there of really great conductors preferring
precarious jobs here to the safe berths, with pensions attached to
them, available abroad? If Mr Harris, with his subvention from
Mayfair, could not tempt Levi from Munich, Richter from
Vienna, or Faccio from Milan, what chance have second-rate
enterprises which begin with only barely enough money and
credit to keep the chorus above the level of worsted tights and
tinfoil daggers? This, let me add, is of course not the fault of
Signor Lago, who will probably prosper on his provincial tour,
to the rehearsals for which London has just had the privilege of
paying for admission.

Last Thursday it happened that I was thinking of these things,
and wondering whether we should ever have "the poor silly
millions," as Marx called them, rescued from operatic imposture
by a demand for a better state of things from the artists them-
selves. The vein was not a very hopeful one. My earliest re-
miniscence of an eminent operatic artist off the stage dates from
a certain performance of Lucrezia Borgia, at which I, then in my
teens, managed to get behind the scenes. The tenor was a fine
young man from the sunny South, who was going to be the
successor of Mario. At that time everybody was going to succeed
Mario. The particular child of Nature in question made a deep
impression on me as he went on to sing the interpolated aria
Deserto sulla terra between the last two acts. As he passed me
he cleared his throat demonstratively, and in the most natural
and spontaneous way imaginable spat right into the midst of a
group of women who were seated chattering just behind the
proscenium. Immediately the question presented itself, Can a
man look like Lohengrin, sing like Lohengrin, feel like Lohen-